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NORMAN ANTHONY 




















HAT was your impression of the editor of JUDGE? Did 
\X/ you have an idea he looked like this? Well, this is he in 
one of those tare moments when he maintains a straight 
face by main strength. Boy, you should see him when he lets it go! 
Norman Anthony was born in Buffalo in 1889—there’s no 
secret about it. He spent some years in the Art Students’ League 
there and then came to New York and spent some more years in 
the Art Students’ League here. So now he’s ambidextrous. He 
began contributing regularly to JUDGE and Life at an age when 
most of the rest of us were still running errands, and the promise 
he showed therf is being fulfilled every week in the remarkable 
progress of the World’s Wittiest Weekly.(Adv.) 
Three years ago he joined the JUDGE staff and to-day he’s the 
editor. There was nothing else to do with him.—W. M. H. 
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“LIFE LIBERTY AND THE PURSUIT OF HAPPINESS’’ 


JUDGE 


WANTS TO KNOW— 


IF Tennessee is a state of mind? IF Bryan is his brother’s keeper? IF Bryan ever used a monkey 
wrench? 

IF Bryan ever looked at himself WHETHER the rest of the South 

in the glass? will ape Tennessee? WHY some State doesn’t repeal 

the law of gravity? 


IF they got the idea of the “Solid WHERE 
South” from Tennessee? 


“chatter”? 


Bryan did get that 


IF Bryan doesn’t need a tail light? 
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The upstart. 
































GIBBON 


Beauty clay greatly helps muddy 
complexions. 

And there is a rumor about that a 
company is about to be formed to 
-market the lava from Mount Vesu- 
vius. They say it’s wonderful for 
eruptions, 
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“Pa, what’s an ameba?”’ 


“Hush, Alonzo, for heaven’s sake! 


ORANG OVTANG CHIMPANZEE 


GORILLA 


We ain’t even holding our own, 


Funnybones 


“For cryin’ out loud,” said the 
man as he threw the baby out of 
the window. 












Don’t you see the officer?” 
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CAKE-EATER 


Forbidden! 
(If the Anti-evolutionists Win) 
4 [= Tails of Hoffman. 
Tail of Two Cities. 
Twice Told Tails. 
Shirt tails. 
Tails—you lose. 
Tail-or made clothes. 
Ox-tail soup. 
Tail-light. 
Retail shops 
Monkey tails. 


The Eugenic Mammy Song 


(Suggested Lyrics, Approved by Tenn- 
essee Board of Censors, for Future 
Mammy Song Singers) 


1 WANNA go back to Tennessee, 
Whose splendid Constitution, 

Seems fundamentally right to me— 
I'm anti-evolution! 

I want to see the Southern sky 
And fields of cotton splendid. 

I do not feel that you or I 
From monkeys were descended. 


I wanna go back to Tennessee; 
I believe each sop fable. 
The modern world is flat to me— 
I’m sure that Cain killed Abel. 
I’ve got no use for biology— 
I’m dumb; no doubtings fret me— 
And that’s why dear old Tennessee 
Will be darned glad to get me! 
































Both Sides 
Inside 
“Screech .. . 
screech ... Jocko, 
don’t scratch, I 
tell you. It won’t 
do you. any 


good.” 


**Look, here... 
screech... 
Martha . . . these 
peanuts aren’t fit 
to eat . .-. screech 
. . . they’re aw- 
ful!” 


“Screech... . 
screech... 
mother, can I go 
and swing by my 
tail in that other 
cage and play?” 


“Screech .. . 
screech . . . and 
if you don’t quit 
flirting with that 
gorilla in the 
other cage, I'll 
leave you and 
go back to 
mother in the 
monkey house.” 
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“T used to know him when—” 


of the Cage 
Outside 


“Jack, now lis- 
ten to me, don’t 
scratch that sun- 
burn. You'll only 
make it worse.” 


“These _ice- 
cream cones are 
positively awful. 
The flavors are 
no good and the 
cones are taste- 
less. Imagine!” 


“Aw, mamma, 
I wanna go and 
play with those 
boys over there 
by the pond. 
Please let me.” 


“You quit kid- 
din’ around with 
those janes or 
it’s back to the 
mater for this 
bimbo, see? Lay / 
off that Sheik 
stuff, Valentino, 
or you'll cook 
your own crullers 
from now on.” 





Scopes vs. Bryan 
(A la Gallagher and Shean) 


O= Mr. Scopes! 
Oh, Mr. Scopes! 
You will have to mend your monkey- 
doodle ways, 
Or we'll sue the whole shebang, 
If you say orang-outang, 
Just to show the world that “adver- 
tising pays.” 


Oh, Mr. Bryan! 
Oh, Mr. Bryan! 
You can put the whole darn college 
into jail, 
But you'll have to prove to us, 
Without any undue fuss, 
There’s an error in the em-Bryan-ic 
tail (tale). I. F. Moore 


“There ain’t no such animal!” 












































EVOLUTION—1950 





























Song of the Organ Grinder’s 
Monkey 


E AND Giuseppe—we been 
friends for many years, 
Playing for the kiddies in the street. 
Me and Giuseppe shared our happi- 
ness and tears, 
Shared together water, bread and 
meat. 
Let them have disorder in the Bryan 
bailiwicks, 
We'll amuse the leetle boys and 
gals— 
Giuseppe play and I do funny leetle 
tricks— 
Me and Giuseppe—we’re just pals. 


Me and Giuseppe—we’re the neigh- 
borhood’s delight; 
Evolution? That’s a lot of bunk! 
Giuseppe pets me when we come 
back home at night— 
Calls me “Justa nicea 
monk!” 
We don’t care which one came first, 
for we're so gay and free— 
Both of us are free of tribal shame. 
Giuseppe treats me with divine 
equality 
And I treat Giuseppé just the 
same! 


leetle 


Red 


Little brains of sawdust, 
Little brains of sand, 
Make an evolution trial 
Echo through the land. 
R. C. O’Brien 
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Here lie the bones 
Of Milton Fenn; 

He dared to think: 
In Dayton, Tenn. 
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Why Dempsey and Wills? 


In the good old days. 
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The Benighted States of 
America 


(If This Thing Keeps Up) 


You Are Crossing the Border of Mary- 
land! 


If your father’s name was Smith— 
keep out! 
If you believe in Santa Claus— 
come in! 


You’re Now Enteriny Ohio! 

Do you believe the story of Jack 
and the Beanstalk? 

Do you believe that Solomon had a 
thousand wives? 

Do you believe that George Wash- 
ington never told a lie? 

If you answers to the above are “‘yes”’ 
—enter. If “‘no’’—get out. 


This Is the Beginning of Missouri 

Enter if you believe the story of , 
Cinderella. You're not wanted if 
you don’t agree with Harold Bell 
Wright, Eddie Guest and John R. 
Straton. All persons who believe 
that the earth is flat—enter. All 
tourists who refuse to believe that the 
moon is made of green cheese are re- 
quested to put the car in reverse and 
back out! 


KRALY RACKS 


“give a sentence with the word 
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Economy” % 
“‘She left her hus- & 


band e-onomy.” 
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“Hang your clothes on a hickory limb, 
And don’t go near the water!” 


The Inside Dope on the 
Columbus and Egg Yarn 


N VIOLATION of a recently enacted 

statute, Columbus has publicly 
declared that it is his belief that the 
world is round. He is indicted and 
brought to trial. It is a test case, 
and has attracted wide attention. 
Consequently, the courtroom is 
crowded. 

A witness for the prosecution is 
being examined. 

Counsel for the defense: What 
proof have you to offer that the 
world is flat? 

Witness—Everybody knows the 
world is flat. In my school text- 


’ books it says that when a ship goes 


too far out in the ocean it falls off 
into space, and I believe it. 

Counsel—Have you ever, in your 
personal experience, known .of such 
a thing to happen? 

Witness—Yes, indirectly. That 
is, my sister married a sailor and he 
went off on a ship and she never 
heard from him again. 

Counsel—That will be all. 

(All eyes are on Columbus as he 
takes the stand.) 

Prosecutor—What is your name? 

Columbus—Christopher Columbus. 
Every schoolboy and girl in genera- 


tions yet unborn will know and 
honor that name. 
Prosecutor—What’s your telephone 
number? 
Columbus—Circle 1492. 
Prosecutorn—How old are you? 








What, in your opinion, is the shape of 
the world and, if so, can you prove 
it? Also, have you ever been 
arrested before? 

Columbus—Historians haven’t 
agreed yet as to my age. Round. 
Yes and no. 

Prosecutor—Go ahead and prove 
it. 

Columbus—All right. Has any- 
body got an egg? . 

Spectator (a restaurant counter 
man, forgetting himself)—How you 
wannit? Fried? Poached on toast? 

Judge—Order in the courtroom! 

Juror (to neighbor)—It looks bad 
for Christopher. He wants té prove 
the world is round with an egg. Who 
ever heard tell of a round egg? 

Prosecutor (waking up)—Your 
honor, I object to an egg being in- 
troduced as evidence. It’s liable 
to bring up the subject of evolution. 

Judge—Objection overruled. 

(After much cackling, the prose- 
cutor lays an egg on the table.) 

Well, to make a long story short, 
Columbus breaks the egg into a 
pitcher half filled with milk and into 
that empties the contents of a flask 
he carries on his hip. The whole is 
then mixed well and served to the 
jurors who agree, shortly thereafter, 
that the world is round and that it 
does revolve on its axis. 


Robert Cyril O’Brien 
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“And what are you in for, my poor man?” 
“Ninety years. I was a high-school teacher and I told my pupils 


there wasn’t any Santa Claus.” 









































Evolution Week 


He" never had anything seri- 

ous to do with evolution, aside 
from personally attendmg my own 
birthday, I feel that I will be com- 
mitting no breach of confidence if I 
print, or cause to have printed, a few 
letters which I never received while 
I was not serving on the Booster’s 
Committee for the celebration of 
Evolution Week. I probably do 
not remember correctly and if I 
don’t our slogan was, “Do your evo- 
luting early!” 

The following letter was received 
from “The Plumbers Forget-Your- 
Tools & Charge Sufficient Society :” 

“Gentlemen, if any: In accord- 
ance with your most personal form 
letter received by us somewhere in 
the minutes of the last meeting, we 
hasten to reply. The members of 
our society have sworn a solemn 
tinker’s dam to forego using monkey 
wrenches during Evolution Week. 
They feel this is a small enough sac- 
rifice, for they have decided to use 
their Bryan instead of their brawn, 
for the duration of the celebration 
at least.” 

From cage number twelve, Ring- 
ling Brother’s Circus, in winter 
quarters (or would you rather have 
two dimes and a nickel) comes the 
cagey little note, to wit (and what 
wit!):' “‘We baboons are_ broad- 
minded enough to accept scientific 
proof that we are at least partially 

















Keerer—Would yez believe ut, Mr. Bryan, there’s people thot hold 


I’m related to thot baste! 





If Henry Plunk should get to heaven 
By some mistake or fluke, 

We hope he won't maltreat his harp 
The way he did his uke. 
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Chorus of amebe singing, “Where Do We Go from Here?” 
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responsible for that peculiar species 
of our kind known as homo sapiens. 
When you see what you beget in the 
next few thousand years then’s the 
time to kick. How are all the chil- 
dren? Yours sincerely, etc.” 

An equally enthusiastic note came 
from “The Comic Strip Artist’s 
Poff-Bang-Wooff-Wow & Glopp 
Association.” It said, in part, or 
in full, I forget which, probably 
indifferent: “Owing to the fact that 
the shine was lost from our monkey 
shines somewhere back in the paleo— 
make it pre-historic—days we feel 
that it would be jeopardizing our 
business to omit the monkey. How- 
ever, we are with you in spirit, if at 
all.” 

In reply to the same circular letter 
that elicited (if that’s the correct 
word?) all these other charming 
sentiments, The Apiary in Whoosiz 
Park Zoo sent this curt note which 
many of our most Tennessee edu- 
cated members are unable to under- 
stand. When it was read aloud for 
the benefit of the illiterate majority 
(and even before that) it said: “It 
looks as if we would be forced to close 
during Evolution Week, and from 
then on, as you seem to have enough 
bees in your bonnets (respectively, 
of course, never omit that word) to 
supply any normal demand that may 
arise from now on, or even later.” 


Carroll 





























JUDGE’S SPECIAL CORRESPONDENT COVERS THE 
SCOPES TRIAL 























Prosecutor and Joe Martin pose 
for camera. Joe is covering trial 
for movie weekly. 





Prosecutor on way to court. 
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Local press comments on 


affair, 


Photo of prosecutor at 
age of two—dug up by 
defense—will be used. 
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A warning from the Defense stunt for psychological effect strongly Tailsman Gottlieb 
jungle to all parties con- objected to by prosecution. Peremptorily challenged 
cerned. by prosecution. 
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Scientists—Whzy, there’s the missing link we’ve been searching for all these years—” 


Tennessee Jottings 


Dayton, TENN.,woman, who in 

a moment of thoughtlessness 
called her son a “dear little monkey,” 
is said to have been indicted and 
will stand trial along with John 
Thomas Scopes. 


A policeman who told a group of 
youngsters to “cut out their monkey- 
shines”’ was dismissed from the force 
to-day. . 

It is reported that one of the 
lawyers for the defense, who de- 
clared in open court that one of 
Dayton’s leading citizens was trying 


to “ape” William J. Bryan, has 
ridden the rails out of town. 

All organ grinders with monkeys 
have been ordered to leave town. 

And yet, despite all precautions, 
there is considerable gorilla warfare 
between the two factions. 

George Bancroft Duren 





*‘Ah’ll ’membah wheah dis happened on ’count o’ passin’ a statue of a hoss.” 
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DAUGHTERS OF THE AMERICAN EVOLUTION 




































Monkey Business 


HE monks in Tennessee— 
Both males and monkey wenches— 
Declared in misery, 
““We’re getting monkey wrenches!” 


“We'll have to travel North, 
Away from all this racket;” 
So every monk set forth, 
In cunning monkey jacket. 





And now they earn their living, 
And screech contented whines 

As monkey bootblacks, giving— 
You’ve guessed it—monkey shines! 


Quite a Feat for the Feet 


D="= the taunts of the pack, a 

monkey once courageously 
stood erect on two feet. He was 
jeered and snarled at by his com- 
rades, but he had a vision—a beauti- 
ful though depressing vision. 


He saw his progeny millions of “Please, God, bless Daddy and Mummy and me—and if you’re pro- 
years hence. He saw them paying monkey, give a thought to Willie.” 
six-sixty for a seat to a summer re- 
view. He heard them singing: “If 





I Can’t Get the One I Want...” a bit of week-end tan. He saw them 

He saw them reclining under broiling drinking synthetic gin and turning 

suns on scorching beaches to pile up somersaults. He had many other 
visions. 


The pack jeered him, saying, 
“Don’t be a fool. Stay down on all 
fours and tend to your monkey 
business.” But he had a vision and 
he wouldn’t be discouraged. 

He saw his offspring chewing 
gum, wearing derby hats and smok- 
ing weeds. He saw them fanning 
themselves all day in the summer and 
then dancing toa state of wilted per- 
spiration all night on some roof 
garden. 

He saw all these things, but didn’t 
get discouraged. Millions of years 
passed. His children’s children grew 
straighter and taller. They suffered 
the jeers of the tribe, but they 
evoluted, believe me, they did. 

For what? 

To become saxophone players, 
elevator starters, Mammy song sing- 
ers, sign-on-the-dotted-line sharks, 
lounge lizards, crossword puzzle 
addicts, golfers, shipping clerks, 
editors of confession magazines, 
radio announcers and, oh, what’s 





the use! 
. Dogs will be dogs, monkeys will 
“What's this here ameba stuff they're all talking about?” be monkeys and full dress suits will 
“That’s a song, Ignoramus! Ameba for years an’ amebe forever!” not be worn in the surf this summer. 











11 














a ee eee er ee 














in Parip 


Petty qoef Abroad! 

































She tries to get her money 
changed into “Latin quar- 
ters.” 


Betty has asked for a room 
and a bath. Couple in back- 
ground are trying to decide 
whether she’s crazy or just 

kidding them. 





She has a suspicion that the tip 
wasn’t large enough. 
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She understands now where the French got their motto—They 
shall not pass!” 
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TOO BAD WE LOST OUR TAILS 
How Handy They Would Be. 
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“Be still, niggah! Dat’s twict to-day yo’ wiggled yoah toe.” 
“Ah ain’t de kine which kin set ’roun doin’ nothin’.” 
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“I HEARD DIFFERENT,” IN BRYAN’S BIBLE CLASS 
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THE MAN WHO SAID 
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Editor, Norman ergy 


W= anyway, they can’t tell whether you believe in 
evolution by smelling your breath. 


What’s the Use? 


Wt is dignity? 


Grave or noble bearing; impressiveness of character or 
manner; repose and serenity of demeanor; as the stateman’s 
dignity was innate. 


The dictionary gives this definition: 


But this definition might cont 
Jennings Bryan, and we all know wi 
the thing that Bryan lacks most) 
than he lacks modesty, or vai 
dignity. 

On the other hand any one of ts can readily think of 
humble, simple souls to whom this definition would hardly 
apply at all, who are, nevertheless, possessed of great 
dignity. We have in mind at the moment an illiterate 
farm hand, a quiet, pleasant, efficient man of homely 
tastes and shrewd judgments, who lacks both Mr. Bryan’s 
gifts and presence, but whose dignity is as real as Abe 
Lincoln’s. Comparing him with the Great Commoner 
gives us a clew to the secret: the farm hand has self- 
respect. 

Has Bryan? Cana man who uses his national repu- 
tation as an evangelist to boost Florida real estate 
have self-respect? Pride, possibly; and ability,and maybe 
a kind of self-delusion that passes for sincerity. But 
genuine self-respect is a deeper, more subtle thing than 
these. It has its seat, we imagine, in the subconscious, 
and its beginnings in the formative years of early infancy 
when we make our first social contacts. And so ingrained 
does it become that it prevents a man from commercializ- 
ing his ideals. 

Dignity is the outward aspect of him who has genuine 


self-respect. 


ivably fit William 
gut being told that 
spicuously—more 
reven tolerance—is 
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Aminican life in too many of its typical aspects to-day 
lacks dignity, for the same reason that Bryan does. 
Bryan isn’t the only millionaire evangelist in our midst 
who has capitalized his familiarity with God. And for 
every millionaire among them there are countless thou- 
sands of saviors living only less fatly on the proceeds of 
their piety. They grade from Will Hays down to those 
ministers who have made a “good thing” out of their 
employment by the Anti-Saloon League. And they in- 
clude by rights all our uplifting realtors, of whom George 
F. Babbitt is the arch-type, and those Y. M. C. A. secre- 
taries of whom Brian Hooker says, “they have no spiritual 
shame; they go about with their souls unbuttoned.” 





Associate Editors, William Morris ‘ean William Bdese Fisher, Phil coy 
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Dramatic Editor, George Jean Nathan. 


The thing is really a disease which permeates our 
entire social structure. The Rotary, for instance, has 
as its motto, “He profits most who serves best.”” Again 
the same species of prostitution. Service, of course, is an 
ideal, but its object in this case is profit which comes first 
even in the motto. The Ku Klux Klan calls upon all 
Nordic Protestants to rally to the standard of 100 per cent. 
Americanism. This, too, is an ideal, however narrow and 
bigoted and un-American the particular interpretation. 
But the object of the summons is to sell memberships and 
ascension robes. 
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ND now we are witnessing a trial, in Dayton, Tenn., 
which involves an issue that goes to the root of cur 
liberties. And how does Dayton, how does Tennessee, look 
upon it? Why, as an excellent publicity stunt. A press 
agent has sued the Dayton chamber of commerce for his 
share as the originator of the idea, and collected! The 
charge is made that the judge presiding at the trial facili- 
tated the indictment illegally so that Dayton might get 
ahead of Chattanooga in her leap imto the limelight. 
Dayton, thanks to the test of a law that would reintroduce 
the Middle Ages, is “on the map,” and throughout the ; 
length and breadth of this land her sister villages, with (4 
their rotaries and chambers of commerce and local judges, \s 
are envying her. 
Only a little while ago in England a movie promoter 
obtained by a hoax the escort of a squad of Territorials to 
advertise his picture. And all of England has been blush- 
ing ever since. Yet such a prostitution is as nothing com-, 
pared with the spectacle in Tennessee. Are we blushing? — 
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What’s the use of worrying about liberty in a country 
that seems to prefer advertisement? 


A Tale of Two Cities 


TH: mention of Dayton, Tenn., reminds us of Dayton, O aa 

(Why haven’t we shown more originality in naming 
our towns? That would be a comparatively cheap way | 
of advertising them.) Dayton, O., was put on the map) 
a dozen years ago by a disastrous flood. Yet with all th 
damage and suffering caused by that flood we can think 
of worse means of publicity. At least, we have never 
heard anyone laugh at the mention of Dayton, O. e 
place has dignity, which some day, let ys hope, will 
considered of more value than whatever it is that monl 
trials bring. 





W. M. Hi. | 
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“Keith's” 

“My wife gets historical when I come home 
drunk.” 

“You mean hysterical.” 

“No, I mean historical; she digs up the 
past.” 
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George White's “Scandals” 
“Daughter, where did yo@ get that 


“In Philadelphia!” 


“My child, are you a goo@ girl?” 
“You've got to be goodijto get 


delphia!” 


CARTE DU JOUR 


by George Jean Nathan 
I 


F I nap Otto Kahn’s money, one of the first 
I things I'd do would be to give the folks 
down at the Neighborhood Playhouse enough 
of it to hire a good orchestra, for if they had one 
their new version of the “Grand Street Follies” 
would come pretty near being about as diverting 
a revue as we have seen hereabouts since the 
ukulele succeeded Beethoven. The orchestra 
that is presently blowing and sawing an accom- 
paniment to the show is so indecent that some- 
thing ought to be done about it at once, prefer- 
ably murder. If what it plays is music, Stokow- 
ski is a plumber. 
Aside from this combination of piano poisoners 
and fiddle garroters, the evening uncovers some 
very appetizing humor. There is, incidentally, 
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“Spooks” 

“If I ever git out « 
house you'll see|the bot 
my feet so often/you will 
I’m lyin’ down.’} 
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Is 
1 yo@ get that $3,000?” 


Zoot girl?” 
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more original humor in one of these down-town 
revues than you will find anywhere else in town. 
The future of our revue stage would seem to lie 
in this ulterior part of the city where you can’t 
see the sidewalks for the banana peel and where 
the appearance of a taxicab is greeted with the 
same amazement as was vouchsafed Robert 
Fulton’s first steamboat. These “Grand Street 
Follies,” as may be surmised even by one not 
conspicuously gifted in clairvoyance, cannot 
boast girls who would alarm Ziegfeld, or dancers 
who would cause George White to go pale or 
scenery that would make Carroll and Anderson 
bite their nails, but what they can boast is a 
sense of fun and a feeling for satirical burlesque 
that none of the other and otherwise estimable 
gentlemen can boast, even with three beers in 
them. If there are more amusing burlesques on 
Broadway than the Grand street “They Knew 
What They Wanted Under the Elms” and 
“What Price Morning-glories?” I haven't 
seen them. 
(Continued on page 30) 
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“es The G ill ” 


“Have you seen anything funny around 
here?” 
“Not until you two gentlemen came in!” 
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First Juror—Well, I’m convinced. 
Seconp Juror—Sounds scientific to me. 


THE GREAT TRIAL 
by Don Herold 


[" was the morning of the great trial. 

The great State of Tennaho had 
passed a law prohibiting teaching 
little children in the public schools 
that stepping on a crack will not break 
your grandmother's back. 

A teacher in a little Tennaho vil- 
lage had defied the law and told his 
pupils to step on all the cracks they 
wanted to. 

Thousands had come to attend the 
trial. There were balloon ascensions, 
merry-go-rounds, hot-dog stands, 
sideshows, and plenty of ice water for 
man and beast. Nobouy went to the 


“trial. Well, the lawyers, and a few 


old grandmothers and a bunch of 
concrete sidewalk contractors went 
to the trial, but everybody else 
watched the balloon ascensions and 
rode on the merry-go-rounds and had 
a good time, thus manifesting their 
deep interest in the scientific and 
religious problem which the great 
trial was to settle. Nine hundred 
children got stomach-ache from eat- 
ing too much crackerjack and drink- 
ing too much red lemonade. Seven- 
teen sympathetic grandfathers drank 
bad liquor and passed out. Two 
hundred adults got typhoid off the 
tin cups at the drinking barrels. 
There were thirty-one fist fights. A 
trap drummer killed a trombone 
player. The human race certainly 


showed its dignity and its divinity 
that day if it ever did. 

The trial itself was a grave and 
tedious and boresome affair. Some 
of the worst brains of the country 
were there. 

The cement sidewalk contractors 
were especially keen to have the 
defendant cleared. They wanted 

(Continued on page 27) 


Unpublished Testimonials 


Or Why the Ad Men Have to 
Write Their Own 


S.0.8. Foot Tonic 
Wes I was four years old I 


contracted a case of pernicious 
hives feeding bees on my uncle’s 
caterpillar farm. Fortunately I 
bought a package of S.0.S. Foot 
Tonic and now the bees don’t come 
near me any more. At least they 
are gentlemanly enough to buzz 
when they’re going to sting me but 
8.0.8. didn’t even fizz. 


“Scarlet Slaves of Secret Sin” 


Dear Mr. HiviinepaM, SHERBERT 

Fiasco: 

I have seen your stupendous, 
spirited, sensational, scintillating 
super-serial production, “Scarlet 
Slaves of Secret Sin,” and beg to 
inform you that I consider it one of 
the most awful things I’ve ever seen 
on Broadway. I don’t know whose 
fault it was but my seats were so 
far over on the side that a policeman 
going up Seventh avenue told me to 
“keep moving.” 

The only thing that can possibly 
save your show is criticism for its 
rank immorality. I will withhold 
my judgment from publication until 
next week. 

P.S.—Will you ask your box office 
to reserve seats for me for a party of 
six this Saturday night and please 
send the bill direct to me. 

Richard S. Wallace 








“TI had to discharge my nurse for the most horrible cruelty.” 


“What did she do?” 


“Kicked my poor darling Fido for biting the baby.” 
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By Carroll Carroll 











Ten to See 


Don Q, Son of Zorro— 
Douglas at his best. 
Beggar on Horseback—A nut 
sundae that’s a rare treat. 
Grass—A__ travelogue 
hadn’t oughta miss. 

Friendly Enemies—For Lew 
Field’s acting. 

Are Parents People?—Ditto 
for Menjou’s. 

Welcome Home—Granpa and 
the newlyweds. 

Wild Cyclone—A horse of a 
different kind. 

William Tell—Just for the 
fun of it. 

Pll Show You the Town— 
Reginald Denny as a Baedeker. 

The Last Laugh—Just in case 
you haven’t. 


This Week’s Movie- 


scope 


HE stages of directorial 
evolution are from 
Europe to Hollywood— 

too bad. It works backwards. 
The best of them make mon- 
keys of themselves after 
they’ve been here a little 
while. It apparently doesn’t 
matter much where they come 
from, but they’re very perish- 
able. There should be some 
sort of inoculation, or isola- 
tion policy, applicable to prom- 
ising movie directors, imported 
from various fatherlands, to 
save their talents. All this is 
brought on by having seen 
“Siege,” a picture that is made 
what it is, which is good, 
through the ability of one 
Svend Gade, recently citizen 
of Copenhagen, capital, if 
Britannica serves, of Denmark. 
The siege referred to in the 
title is that between this and 
an earlier generation. Aunt 
Augusta Ruyland carries the 
banner for the old school and 
young Kennion Ruyland is her 
bad little nephew who runs 
off, plays hooky and returns 

(Continued on page 28) 


you 


0ODDDDDDDDDDNDDDDDNDNDDDNDDDDDDDDDDDDDDDDDDDDDDDDDDDDDDVDNNND 











\ all 4 
Ns we 
We 
yy” y, 
Me ia 


Wire (indignantly)—Yes, you just seem to take a delight in spoilin’ other 
folks’ ’olidays! Last time you fell in that duck pond an’ spoiled the whole day for 
us, an’ now the fust thing you do is to go an’ get stung by a wasp! 

















Visiting Nurse—Your son shows great artistic promise, doesn’t he, Mrs. 
Rourke? 


“Yes, miss, but don’t you worry; Ill soon lick it outa him!” 
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f. tins ie 
Watter—How did you find the steak, sir? 


JoviaL Sout—Easily, waiter, easily! But then I’m a devil at hunt-the- 
thimble! . 
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THE YEAR 2000 


Hussy—Well, dear, here’s Paris; run in and get your divorce. 
T’ve got to be back in Minneapolis for lunch. 
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Probably the way they will finally stage the Dempsey-Wills comedy- 


drama. 


The Train Announcer at 
Home 


TT parlor is all set for the arrival 

of the guests. A large clock 
hangs from the wall. Beneath it isa 
bulletin-board upon which are posted 
the names of the expected guests. 
Next to some is written “on time,” 
next to others “five minutes late,” 
and so forth. 

The guests, upon arrival, are not 
introduced to those already waiting. 
The train announcer’s little boy 
stands behind a table in the corner 
of the room. The table is covered 
with popular periodicals, cigars, 
chewing gum and candy. 

The train announcer stands in the 
center of the room and speaks to no 
one. Every once in a while some 
courageous person toddles over to 
him to ask a question, to which he 
replies that he is not the information 
clerk. 

Suddenly and without warning he 
bursts forth in stentorian tones: 
“Dinner served on main table in 
dining-room at six-thirty, Eastern 
Standard time. Each guest hold 
your own invitation. Invitations 
good for this meal only. Those ar- 
riving late will not be permitted to 
cross the threshold of the dining- 
room. Meal consists of Saratoga 
chips, Boston baked beans, Philadel- 
phia cream cheese, Washington je, 
Virginia ham, Concord grapes, Cam- 
bridge tea, fig N@wtons, orangeade, 
Charlotte russe and Pittsburgh stogies.”” 

R. C. O’Brien 


Evolution as desired by subur- 
banites, who have to do all the shop- 


ping. 
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Valedictory 


L night I pondered deep and 
long 
And, with a bleeding heart, 
I came to this decision, dear, 
The time has come to part. 


My love for you is dead, and now 
I hope that you'll agree 

To waste no time with vain regrets 
For what can never be. 


I'll let you know that I was much 
Put out about it when 
You said to me, “get out of here 
And don’t come back again.” 
Phil Rosa 


Doing Away With Srade-cross- 
ing Accidents 


We can learn a lot from the little 
independent state of Albania in the 
Balkans. There has never been a 
grade-crossing accident in Albania; 
an automobile has never collided 
with a locomotive there. That is 
not due so much to the fact that the 
Albanians are careful drivers as it is 
to the fact that there are few auto- 
mobiles in Albania and no railroads 
at all. 


Correct 


Willis—Do you think the radio is 
driving out the phonograph? 

Gillis—I don’t know but it cer- 
tainly is drowning it out. 























The pessimist starts out on a canoeing trip with his girl. 
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S. O. S. 


Sober Brother—I’ve come to bail 
you out. 

Intoxicated Brother (in jail)—You 
don’t—hic—need to bail me—hic— 
out. I’m not full. —Lehigh Burr 


Rated 


“I told Tom that the average 
woman’s clothing only weighs eight 
ounces.” 

“And what did he say?” 

“He thought it was a shame they 
had to wear such heavy shoes.” 

—Princeton Tiger 
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Kino Otp Lapy—And what are 
you going to do when you grow up, 
my little man? 

Urncutn—Foller in me father’s 
—Ya.e Recorp 


Aas 


Lady—Why have they let all the 
monkeys out of their cages? 
Zoo Attendant—Holiday, mum. 
This is Darwin’s birthday. 
—Stamford Chaparral 


Fas 


Stuttering Mose—J-just think, t- 
that b-b-beautiful b-b-butterfly once 
c-came from a cocoon. 

Rastus—Goo Lord, Ise guess we 
is the ancestors of everything. 

—Cornell Widow 





Ten Pins 
—CALIFORNIA PELICAN 


AHH 


Marine Sentry—Halt, who’s there? 

Answer—Hell and Maria— 

Sentry—Turn out the guard for 
the Vice-President of the United 
States. —V. M. I. Sniper 


HIS 


Teacher—Have you been smoking 
in here? 

Co-ed—Er—no, Miss Pinch. 

“Well, then, what makes the room 
look so hazy?” 

“Why—er—I opened a window 
and a cloud blew in.” 

—Rutgers Chanticleer 










6 VE JUST BEEN 
READING Some 
STATISTICS HERE- 
Every Time 1 
BREATHE A 
MAN DIES 


Gosh, man! 
WHY DONT You 













USE LISTERINE? 





Transcendentalists’ Triolet 


If I am what I am, I am 

What I am not, yet seem to be. 

I know that I am but a sham. 

If I am what I am, I am 

Convinced that I’m not worth a 
damn. 

(With that, I think, you'll all agree.) 

If I am what I am, I am 

What I am not, yet seem to be. 

—Yale Record 


Fst 


“Dear, what’s the difference be- 
tween friendship and love?” 
“Oh, about $15,000 a year, ’dsay.” 
—Brown Jug 




















Nothing Stirring 
—MicnHican GARGOYLE 


tts 


Astute Prof.—Students of to-day 
have too much money. Now, when 
I was young I started out as a bare- 
foot boy. 

Sophisticated Frosh—I wasn’t born 
with shoes on either. 

—De Pauw Yellow Crab 


Rfid 


Clerk—You solemnly declare that 
you are fitted to receive this license 
for marrige? 

Rastus—Ah surely is, boss. In 
fact, when it comes to marriage, ah 
is the most licentious nigger in these 
pahts. —Lafayette Lyre 



























































CaLLER—I see you have secured a painter. 
“No, they are too expensive—I got an artist instead.” 


People We Never Meet 
W*™ is it that in all my numerous 


contacts in this big commer- 
cial world that I have never met a 
man engaged in the manufacture of 
mothballs. Yet I understand that 
there are 68,549 mothballs used 
annually! ; 

I have never met a man who has 
actually been paged in a hotel. I 
have seen any number spring from 
soft leather lobby chairs to ask the 
initials from screeching _ bellboys, 
but never have I met nor seen nor 
heard of a man who has been success- 
fully paged. 

Perhaps I am young, but I have 
never met either man, woman or 
child who walked in their sleep. I 
am constantly reading horrible tales 
of men walking off of roof gardens 
into public fountains eighteen floors 
below only to discover that they 
were asleep at the time. 

Stanley Rauh 


How Else Could They Maintain 
Their Identities? 
King Solomon’s wives were the 
first members of the Lucy Stone 
League. 





KRATY RACKS 


__ a sentence with the word / 
Taxidermist”™ 


“Let's take a taxi- 
dermist is very a 


heavy.” 
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New Book by Horatio Alger, Jr. 


‘From the Gas House to the Elec- 
tric Chair.” 


HH 


What we need most is an amplifier 
for our income. 











“T think he'll go along quietly, officer, though I’m sorry to say I had to 


resort to severe measures. 


I told him he had halitosis.” 
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a ca bee cs oe i 
2» “ ited 


water, yer was. 


Seconp Tramp—Water? Good ’eavens! 


did yer? 


History Up to Date 
Piato’s DIaLoGuEs 
1. Crito 
(Scene: The Jail at Athens. Crito Is 
Urging Socrates, Who Has Been 
Sentenced to Death, to Es- 
cape or Something) 
RITO—Hello, old man, howsa 
old Sock? 

Socrates—Deah, deah, if things 
haven’t reached a dreadful state. 
Here, Crito, all I get to drink is that 
hellish hemlock. Here, try it. 
(Crito drinks). 

Crito—Ugh! Worse than vodka. 
Yea, even worse than that Macedo- 
nian White Mule that these here now 
Sophists are bringing in. But, let’s 
get down to business. I’ve got the 
Neapolitan Six outside, and we can 








Fist Tramp—Yer was a talkin’ in yer sleep, Bob; "ollerin’ fer 


Yer didn’t give me none, 
—Tue TATLER 


make Thrace in thrice days. Buck 
up, old man, don’t look so Helle- 
spondent. 

Socrates—But, Crito, what will 
become of my little ones, Dardanella, 
seven, and Asperides, just turned 
nine? And there is Xantippe. She 
has been a good wife, Crito; a bit 
acrid at times, but, by Jove, she is 
still my wife. 

Crito—Forget it, Sock; the rest 
of the gang just cleaned up in a deal 
last night with a fellow who is in 
the crate business over in Crete, 
and they all said they’d chip in to 
keep the missus going until you got 
going again. 

Socrates—Ah, Crito, would that I 
could adopt your suggestions! But 
the truth is my inhibitions won't 
allow it. You see, they knew they 
did wrong to place me in this foul 
dungeon. But they thought for- 
sooth that I would escape while they 
are all away in Wimbledon attend- 
ing the Olympics. But I will fool 
them by remaining here. Mayhap, 
they will make me a revenue officer 
when they see that I am still here. 
And, by Zeus, that is a lucrative 
portfolio. 

Crito—Well, Sock, I'll say you are 
a reg’lar guy anyway. Well, so 
long. See you to-morrow, maybe. 

C. S. Melver 


KRAZY \RACKS 


“give a sentence with the word ( 
N53 Florida” 4 
“He fell and 
landed on the a 
Florida kitchen.”’ 












Tue AGeEnt (to ee former anne T sold you the 
business as a goin’ concern. Wot’s the grumble—it’s gone, ain’t it? 


























ASK DAD—HE KNOWS 


What They Laughed at in the Good Old Days 


Ol ar cptaiin 





GETTING FRIENDLY 














New NeicHsor—Could I borrow your child for a moment? 


Op SettLeER—What do you want of him? 


“IT want to send him over to the Jones’s to borrow a cupful of sugar.” 
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AND SHE TOOK THE CAKE 
Lirtte Grri—I wants a cake of soap. 
Drue CLerK—Have it scented? 
“No, I won’t have it sented, I'll take it wit? me. We only live around de corner.” 


Like Paradise to Them 


Cora—How in the world do people 
manage to live in Brooklyn? 

Merrill—You must remember that 
many of them moved there from 
Jersey. —Judge, 1901 


An Old Story 


Mrs. O’ Reagan—Did yez ever hov 
yer palm read, Mrs. O’Reilly? 

Mrs. O’ Reilly—Phwat a question, 
Mrs. O’Reagan! Haven’t Oi had 
ten children an’ had to spank all of 
thim? —Judge, 1898 


For One Thing 


Parson Primrose—What possible 
good can you see in Sunday golf? 
Crabshaw—It keeps the people 
from reading the Sunday papers. 
—Judge, 1900 


The Regular Routine 


Son—Pop, after a railroad goes 
into a receiver's hands what’s the 
next thing done? 

Father—The small stockholders! 

—Judge, 1899 
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Umps—What are you here for? 


Vioutinist—The star has to have just the right kind of music, or he can’t do 


his stuff. 


Help Wanted 


Bosmess man who cannot afford 
to lose much time from office, 
wants boy to take place on line at 
box office of popular Broadway 
show. Chance for advancement. 

Man wanted to drive an automo- 
bile that won’t go. Liberal com- 
mission to the genius who can accom- 
plish this miracle. 

Elevator starter. Must also know 
how to stop ’em. 

Floorwalker. Father of fractious 
infant is anxious to obtain services of 
an experienced one to relieve him. 
State your own salary. 

One armed man (with left arm 
missing) would like to meet another 
one armed man and learn to play 
the piano with him. Only those 
with right arm missing need apply. 

Soap salesmen. Cleanliness is next 
to Godliness. Soap and water are 
necessities of modern civilization. 
Everybody has water. Therefore, 
it’s a cinch to sell its complement, 
soap. Only honest men who won’t 
try to cut out coupons from wrappers 
in order to get the valuable premiums 
themselves wanted. 

File clerk. Bring your own file. 

Salesman. We can use the services 
of one more live wire. The man we 
hire must be able to sell hooch to a 
prohibitionist, because that’s what 
we want him for. Pleasant work. 
Late hours. Meet the best known 
people in each community. Putona 
pair of shoes with rubber heels and 
report for work immediately. 

R. C. O’ Brien 





A marine painter at work. 

















A guide slumbers here, 
One Joshua Clive. 

If he'd been the deer 
He'd still be alive! 
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Revenge and Retribution 


In an office of a certain tramway 
company stood a bland official and 
an indignant suburban householder. 

“Again I tell you, sir,” said the 
visitor in hoarse tones, “that I have. 
come here to get justice. Yesterday 
my wife was stepping off one of your 
tramcars when the conductor trod 
on her dress and tore a piece of trim- 
ming off the hem.” 

The official smiled. Then he said, 
quite calmly: 

“And I suppose you want us to 
provide your wife with a new frock?” 

“No, sir, I don’t intend to let you 
off as easily as all that,” replied the 
other. He extended his right hand 
and the official saw that it contained 
a small piece of silk. 

“What I propose to have you do, 
sir,” he bellowed, “is to match this 
silk.” —Answers 

RR Rad 

Wife—What would you like me to 
give you for your birthday, James? 

Hubby—It’s very kind of you, dear, 
but I don’t think I can afford it this 
year. —Tit-Bits 

FAH 

In Switzerland a house hidden be- 
neath the water of a lake for years 
is now gradually reappearing. It is 
presumed that the plumber has found 
the leak. —London Opinion 
































Banked where it. draws most interest! 
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The Russian political situation may be serious but our own Russian 
social problem is chaotic. Mrs. Pendleton-Parker’s royal guest of honor, 
the Grand Duke Vladmir, embraces his brother, Boris, the hostess’ very 


dignified butler. 


The Great Trial - 


(Continued from page 18) 


sidewalk cracks established forever as 
harmless and legal. They had hired 
expensive counsel to state their side 
of the case. Cement sidewalks have 
to have cracks, they said. If they 
don’t, they bulge. The cracks per- 
mit expansion and contraction. 

Several cement sidewalks were 
destroyed by heat and cold, under 
the eyes of the jury. 

The greatest figure at the trial was 
Albert Jolson, the great Chautauqua 
mammy song singer. 

He said that contraction of side- 
walks had nothing to do with the 
case, one way or another. He said 
he did not care if they did bulge. 

Three hundred children testified 
they had stepped on cracks but had 
never heard any complaint from their 
grandmothers. 

Albert Jolson contended that they 
were probably all illegitimate chil- 
dren and did not know who their real 
grandmothers were. 

Three hundred grandmothers testi- 
fied that they had legitimate grand- 
children who likely as not had 
stepped on cracks at one time or 
another, and that they, the grand- 
mothers, had perfectly good backs. 
At the shot of a pistol (these grand- 
mothers were all wearing costumes 
designed by George White, of the 
“Scandals”) all turned around and 
showed their backs, and they were 
perfect. 

Lawyers for the State said this 
was scandalous. 

Then it came time for Albert 


Jolson to sing his great grandmammy 
song to the jury. 

“My mammy, my grand old, grand 
old grandmammy, I am coming back 
to you.” 

He sang it, and resang it, louder 
and more tremulous, and more 
pathetic, and worse and worse every 
time. 

The jury melted under his silver- 
tongued tones. 

His logic tore the case of the oppo- 
sition to shreds. 

The jury did not even go out to 
decide the case. They gave their 
decision in the form of a cheer, the 
instant Jolson stopped. 

It was unanimously voted that it 
is illegal to teach Tennaho children 
that they can step on cracks without 
breaking their grandmothers’ backs. 

Unless a higher court reverses the 
decision, the little children of Ten- 
naho will have to watch their steps. 


ttt 


A Frenchman states his intention 
of swimming the Channel this year; 
if he is successful his wife will also 
make the attempt. The probability 
is, however, that the husband will 
have got clean away by the time she 





arrives. —Humorist 
“give a sentence with the word 
Combustion” 
“If you say that 
again I’ll combus- 


tion the nose.” 





| Watch your gums — 
| bleeding a sign of trouble 






















S sappers mine 
the enemy's 
defenses, so gum-de- 
cay tunnels through 
the normal gum line 
and produces tooth 
decay in its most 
painful form. 

This gum decay or 
Pyorrhea ts most dan- 
gerous. The gums be- 
come devitalized, re- 
laxed. They recede. 
They shrink and age 
the mouth. Gum ten- 
derness is present. 
The teeth loosen. Al- 
so Pyorrhea pockets 

breed bacteria which 

drain into the system 
and cause many or- 
ganic diseases of 
mid-life 
Four out 
of five over forty 
suffer from this Pyor- 
thea; but Forhan’s 
sitively prevents 
Frenhen if used in 
time and used con- 
sistently. 

Forhan’s hardens 

gums. It con- 
serves the gums that 
hug the teeth and 
hold them firm. It 
touches the funda- 
mentals of tooth 
health in fact, And 
all this while you 
are cleansing your 
teeth scientifically. 
Forhan’s is cool, an 
tiseptic and pleas 
ant to the taste. 

If gum-shrinkage 
has already set in, 
start using Forhan’s 
and consult a den- 
tist immediately for 

special treatment. 
35c and 60c tubes 
in U.S. andCan. 

Formuls of 

B.J.Forhan,D.D.8. 

FORHAN CO. 
New York 

Forhan’s, Ltd. 
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“POPULAR RADIO 


is without question the best 
radio magazine.” You will 
understand when you see 

it, how very interest- 

ing and valuable it 

is to every owner 

of a radio receiv. 

ing set and to 

every one 





considering 

building 

or buy- 

ing a 

set Bh Fg nny Ben 
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PR ENTS 


FOR MEN 


ART PRINTS 


IN FULL COLOR 





NO MAN'S LAND 
By Davip RoBINsOoN 


HIS charming and popular picture will 
C appeal to all males between the ages 
of 16 and % years. Printed from 
the original engraving in full color on art 
paper, it has been artistically mounted ona 
two-tone mat, size 11” x 14”, ready for fram- 
ing. 
Carefully packed and sent 
postpaid upon receipt of 
35 cents. 


JUDGE 


ART PRINT DEPARTMENT 
627 West 43d Street 








New York, N. Y. 
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TRAVEL COMFORT | 
The nausea of Sea, Train and | 
Car Sickness promptly relieved. 
Experienced travelers all testify 
to its positive action. 25 years 
in use. 75c. & $1.50 at Drug Stores 


or direct on receipt of Price 
The Mothersilt Remedy Co,. N. Y. City 











Abbott's Bitters, a stomachic, meets 
every . requirement of a tonic. 
Sample by mail 25 cts. in stamps. 
C. W. Abbott & Co., Baltimore, Md. 











Learn to Diaw NOW 
$25 to $100 
for one Drawing |g» 
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Ranaeen, 


PHW.t lishingtons B. é. 























THE BUTTERFLY AND THE MOTH 


“Do buy me a new evening dress, darling! 


> 


“Why, what’s happened to that nice little green one?” 


“Oh! A moth’s eaten it.” 


This Week’s Movie-scope 
(Continued from page 19) 


with a bride that is, as the apartment 
ads say, strictly modern. 

In view of the fact that Aunt 
Augusta has just completed all 
arrangements for Kennion’s mar- 
riage to his cousin, and further in 
view of the fact that Aunt Augusta 
rules the already-too-mborn-for-high- 
mentality family with the same iron 
hand that runs the Ruyland Steel 
Works and the town of Ruyland, 
Conn., it looks pretty tough for 
Kenny, who wishes he’d taken his 
Twentieth Century bride to Niagara 
Falls instead of bringing her home to 
meet Aunty. 

One thing succeeds in leading to 
another until it looks as if Aunt 
Augusta would have her way but she 


—Printer’s Pie 


discovers that Kennion’s new model 
wife isn’t so bad, relents and pre- 
sumably the family life goes on as 
usual. Mary Alden is superb as 
Aunt Augusta; Marc McDermott is 
good in a réle which I have not 
mentioned for lack of space (having 
used the space to explain the lack of 
space); Virginia Valli as the newest 
Ruyland and Eugene O’Brien, as 
Kennion, do well. While “Siege” is 
not marvelous it leaves the average 
run of pictures several de Mille 
stones behind. 

“Lost—A Wife” brings a newcomer 
to the screen, gives Adolphe Menjou 
another chance to delight those of us 
who'd walk a mile to see him and 
furnishes a decent eighty minutes if 
you have nothing more important to 
do. The just-arrived is Greta Nis- 
sen, who leaped into prominence when 
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she played the princess in the pan- 
tomime of the stage version of 
“Beggar on Horseback.” Her act- 
ing is still of the very obvious stage 
pantomime sort, the kind associated 
with dancing, and she has a chame- 
leon beauty that makes it impossible 
to say whether she is or isn’t. But 
she is attractive, in spite of the fact 
that one emotion is as good as 
another as far as she’s concerned. 

A word must be said here for a 
certain family of dogs who did some 
excellent work in “How Baxter 
Butted In,” with Matt Moore and 
Dorothy Devore. The picture is the 
inevitable result of the success of 
“Oh, Doctor!” and shows many of 
that earlier film’s traits. It makes 
no bones about being a straight gag 
comedy and because of this succeeds 
in being rather amusing at times, 
especially when Mrs. Purp and her 
family get a chance to do some real 
acting in their calm and finished 
canine way. 

Just a couple of big, bad and vir- 
tuous men from the West are Jack 
Holt and Forrest Stanly in “Light of 


Western Stars” and “Beauty and 
the Bad Man,” respectively. The 
former is the usual Zane Greyvy, 
while the latter is of the Peter B. 
Kyne. All right! If you like that 
sort of thing go ahead and see both 
of these. Whose stoppin’ you? 

“Smooth as Satin” is meant to be 
a thriller. It is one of those pic- 
tures wherein the relentless detec- 
tive, in whom the entire authority 
of the law is vested, will not let the 
two young crooks go straight. It 
is in the same class, but infinitely 
better, than “The Making of 
O’Malley,” which relates the adven- 
tures of a policeman, who is the 
brains, if any, of the force and who 
assists a young bootlegger to get on 
his feet. O’Malley is the first uni- 
formed cop I’ve ever seen who didn’t 
have to work at it, having ample 
time to cheer up crippled little girls, 
love an heiress, etc. ‘“O’Malley” 
is too bad to even get mad about. 

I can’t stand Lou Tellegen, can 
you? Well, then let’s not bother 
with “After Business Hours.” The 
half of it I saw was terrible. 





“‘What’s the time, waiter?” 

“Quarter after midnight, sir.” 

“Goo’ Lor—and the wife is expecting me to lunch!” 
—The Magpie 
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She Knows— 


a Durham-Duplex Shave is 
the Good Morning Shave! 


See for yourself. Get a genuine 
Durham-Duplex Demonstrator razor 
with one blade for only 25c. A real 
razor—not atoy. If your dealer can- 
not supply, send coupon indicating 
style razor preferred 













| RHAN Dup; — 
Nelo. a 
One blade’? 25 fo — be; 
Name Urha m » ey Gj t ¥N, J. 
2or 
| Adares, as 
Inter- ees, 
changeable —,, wei 
Blades 50c nie J? 
package of 5 _— 


DURHAM-DUPLEX RAZOR CO., Jersey City, N. J. 
Factories: Jersey City; Sheffield, Eng.; Paris, France; 
Toronto, Canada. Sales Representatives in All Countries 


The Blades Men Swear By~not At 














Notice to Judge 
Contributors 


O MANUSCRIPTS will be re- 
turned unless accompanied by 
stamped and addressed return 

envelope, and owing to the thousands 
of contributions sent into this office 
each week, it is impossible to enter 
into personal correspondence regard- 
ing them. 

Donot enclose postage for FUNNY- 
BONES or EPILAUGHS as they will 
not be returned. 

In cases of duplication, the first 
one received will be accepted. 

For prompt attention address 
manuscripts, in separate envelopes, 
to the following departments: 

Manuscripts—Literary Editor of 

JUDGE, 

Funnybones—Funnybone Editor 

of JUDGE, 

Crossword Puzzles — Crossword 

Puzzle Editor of JUDGE, 

Epilaughs—Epilaugh Editor of 

JUDGE, 

627 West 43d Street, New York City 
































Clear 2%'/ 


Me 

Your Skia Cen Be Quickly Cleared of Pimples, Blackheads, 
Acne Eruptions on the face or body, Itch, 
Eczema, Pores and Oily or Shiny Skin. . 
rite for my FREE BOOKLET, 
FREE [o'3.ccriss Beer" ey tow 
cured after being years. 
&.S.GIVENS, 224 Chemical Bidg., Kansas City,Mo. 
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Y the shortest time with a Conn 
saxophone; opens, features make 
it the easiest of all wind instruments 
to learn. Singlined bey key cynem and 
a in mechanism give 
uick mastery. Beautiful tone 
Lak nstant admiration. Foremost 
saxophone stars use and endorse the 
Conn as pees. 


Pagenenteos onany Conn 
~ ue With 


IN ONN ENTS 
nasal 3 


BARBERS—IMPORTANT! 


My Establishment is perhaps one of the 
best paying, most exclusive and largest in 
America—and any first-class Barber can 
do as I have done, double and treble his 
business. 

Because of the exclusiveness of my place I 
do not wish to place my name to this adver- 
tisement, but any Barber who desires to make 
his Establishment the best known in his 
town or city and thereby greatly increase 
his income, then address my Advertising 

ncy who will forward your letter to me. 
his is directed to small town Barbers as 
well as those in bigger cities. Address 
marked “E. P. W.,” care 
J. B. Haines ’Advertising Agency, 
1218 Chestnut Street, 
Philadelphia. 


















prey Ye le. a gre the cont. ky 
PHONE relieves. Over 100,000 sold. 
The Morley Company, 10 South 18th $t., Dept. 774, Philadelphia 























Carte du Jour 
(Continued from page 17) 


Of the new Broadway revues, the 
most diverting as I write is the latest 
version of the Shubert’s “Artists 
and Models.” George White’s 
“Scandals” is a costlier exhibit, and 
its young women are a more decora- 
tive lot, but when it comes to comedy 
it runs second to this other show. 
And, after all, comedy isn’t the least 
important element in one of these 
summer exhibits. White’s enter- 
tainment has considerable beauty 
and some very good dancing, but its 
humor relies for the major part upon 
Gordon Dooley’s rear part, and I, 
for one, can no longer laugh myself 
red in the face when the M. Dooley 
dejects himself upon his nether an- 
atomy. In the Shubert show, the 
humor has been looked after first 
and the girls and scenery afterward, 
and the result is somewhat more 
satisfactory to those of us sourballs 
who have got so that we wouldn’t 
trade a good joke for all the $25,000 
shawl and fan numbers in Chris- 
tendom. There was a time when 
the spectacle of a troupe of queenly 
hussies clad in pearl nightgowns 
and waving fifteen-foot ostrich 
fans over their heads seemed to us 
to be something worth looking at. 
But, after looking at such things for 
six or seven years, there comes over 
us an encompassing homesickness for 
a single funny wheeze or anything 
of the sort that will take our minds 
off a great outlay of money offered 
to us in place of imagination, wit and 
novelty. Some of the “Artists and 
Models” humor is pretty rough, but 
a measure of it is genuinely comical. 


osHER Kitty KE tty” is an at- 
tempt to make money out of 
the same folks who consider “Abie’s 
Irish Rose” a wonderful masterpiece. 
It is an “Abie” theme interlarded 
with songs and with some leg-lifting 
that some one connected with the 
enterprise evidently believes to be 
dancing. The whole thing is so 
cheap and crude that it either won’t 
make a cent or will make a million 
dollars. My guess is that it will not 
make a million dollars. 


The author of the affair is Leon 
De Costa, hitherto unknown to me. 
The M. De Costa, being a wily fellow, 
has tried to double the “Abie’s Irish 
Rose” audiences for his show by 
supplementing the Irish and the 
Jews with Greeks and Chinamen. 
One doubts, however, that the 
sagacity of the M. De Costa is all 
that he thinks it is. For if it were, 
all that a producer would have to do 
to make a fortune would be to put 
on plays with four heroes apiece in- 
stead of one. De Costa loads on the 
grease so heavily that he stops his 
own wheels from moving. And in- 
stead of making the Irish, the Jews, 
the Greeks and the Chinese think 
they are the salt of the earth, he 
simply makes them think that he 
has made suckers out of them. You 
may pat a man on the back once and 
he will like it. But if you pat him 
on the back forty or fifty times, he 
will turn around and sock you. 


But the M. De Costa hasn’t 
stopped with his Irish, Jews, Greeks 
and Chinks in his chase of the yokel 
dollar. By way of getting even more 
theatergoers into his shop, he has 





Pay as you enter booths to cool off in. 
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ANNOUNCEMENT! 


In spite of 
Herculean efforts 
in the past, 
JUDGE has never 
been able to 
come out first 
with a Christmas 
Number. This 
year, however, 
JUDGE leads the 
field and next 
week at all 
newsstands you 
will be able to 
procure 


The 


Christmas 
Number 


JUDGE 








stuck an undressing scene into his 
piece. Of course, at this late hour, 
the spectacle of a girl undressing on 
the stage is just about as exciting 
to an audience as the sight of a gilt 
chair. 


Il 


HE STaGers have recently come 
forward with a well-staged,well- 
acted and well-directed production 
of W. S. Gilbert’s burlesque, “En- 
gaged,” which will undoubtedly 
interest other persons much more 
than it interests me. There is a 
type of person who is enchanted by 
revivals of this precious sort and 
who is set aglow by the rare old 
humors of a bygone day, but, in so far 
s “Engaged” is concerned, I have 
not the honor to be of that type. 
This burlesque is admitted to be one 
of the weakest things the admirable 
Gilbert ever confected; its humors 
to-day are as flat as a blotter; and 
to pretend that it is opulent in laugh- 
ter is a harder job than I find myself 
able to negotiate. It isn’t that I 
have not tried. But the thing is 
beyond me. I can see a certain mild 
curio interest in the exhibition, but 
little else. 

I privilege myself to doubt, indeed, 
that certain of my colleagues tell the 
truth when they write of the rich 
jocosity of the play. I surveyed the 
countenances of several of them 
during the portion of the evening I 
was present, and I was able to detect 
thereon no traces of the gargantuan 
mirth of which I read the next day. 
Maybe it is because some men re- 
spond to high glee in one way and 
some in another. There is no doubt 
about my own case. When I laugh, 
you can tell it. And without a 
microscope and an ear-trumpet. 
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Hair Removed 
Forever 
—New Safe Way! 


No More Unsightly Hair on Face, 
Neck, Arms, nderarms, or Legs. 
Amazing Discovery Lifts Out Hair 
Recte—teielp--entip-~-Perenaneutiiy ! 


ERE it is at last—a scientific treatment 

perfected for home use which‘ not only 
removes the hair, roots and all, but actually 
destroys the growth forever! 

Dr. Irwin’s Home Treatment for the perma- 
nent removal of superfluous hair is an entirely 
new discovery—extraordinary—yet absolutely 
safe and harmless. Does not merely remove 
hair temporarily, but attacks cause of hair 
growth, gently easing away the very roots so 
that they will never grow back. No elec- 
tricity, no muss, no bad odors, no unbearable 
pain. You simply spread a soothing balsam 
over the unwanted growth and remove it in a 
few seconds to find every objectionable hair 
lifted right out by the root—and the skin left 
exquisitely smooth and white! 


FREE Book Tells All 


Write for fascinating booklet describing 
Dr. Irwin’s remarkable treatment and how it 
will quickly, easily and inexpensively rid you 
of superfluous hair forever! No obligation— 
mail coupon TODAY! F. C. Irwin, M.D., 
Dept. 67, 730 Fifth Ave., New York. 


F, C. Irwin, M. D. 
730 Fifth Ave., N.Y. 
You may send me, free and a obligation, your 


interesting little book, “The ew Way to Remove 
Superfiuous Hair Permanently.” 


Dept. 67 





First 
could work it on that house. 





BurGcutaRr—l’m sure we 


Sreconp BurGLaR—ALl set? 
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Popular Radio 


(s) 





The magazine with the silver 
cover 


Kendall Banning, Editor 


L. M. Cockaday, Technical 
Editor 


Contains each month all the 
\progress, thrills and true 
_romance as well as the 
practical and techni- | 
cal side of radio 


New subscribers may send 
One Dollar for a 5 months’ 
subscription to 


POPULAR RADIO 
627 West 43d St., New York City | 
= ER | ABIES 


Easy to Play 


Easy to Pay 


——" 


Saxophone 


of all instruments to 
pat one of the most 
iful. Three first lessons 
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BUESCHER BAND INSTRUMENT Co. 
& in Bend and ag 


BOW LEGS? 
Makes Trousers F ang Hang Straight 


If Legs meoe na Out 
It Holds Sox Up—Shirt Down 
Nota“ ” or “Harness” 





Free Bookist--Piate velo} 
THE T. 2 CO. 
Dept. 23 NEW LONDON, NEW HAMP. 















































“Oh, Henry, do lool: her up after the performance. 


need to manage the children!” 





She’s just what we 


Key to Judge’s Crossword Puzzle No. 38 


Horizontal 


1. What husbands are when they talk in their 
sleep. 

7. Nowadays the fellow who follows in his 
father’s footsteps is apt to end up in this place. 

18. A Mexican flivver. 

14. A crying need in the movies. 

16. A part of the verb “to be.” 

: - This has made more than one coal merchant 

rich. 


19. Something a loquacious woman does with 


her tongue. 

20. This is what two is (abbr.). 

21. What an old man does when he goes to the 
seashore. 

23. A little devil. 

25. A favorite number of the colored gentry. 

27. Min’s lesser half. 

28. A butcher’s thumb rest. 

29. What flappers like best next to themselves. 

30. Much fuss and bustle. 

32. A point of the compass (abbr.) 

34. Enervating Lemon Extract (abbr.). 

= A mermaid’s sheik. 

38. What girls are when they have that dreamy 
— in their eyes. 
40. Monkey business. 

41. All choking aside this is what a bum wrestler 
gets. 

44. Some is bad and some is verse. 

48. This is crude stuff. 

49. A little of this would help a lot in life. 

51. To “shake a leg.” 

52. Willingly. 

54. East side flappers. 

55. A first of the month greeting. 

56. A person afflicted with a very dreadful 
disease. 

58. Anything rare or precious. 

59. Twelve good men and true. 

60. Nickname of King Alfred the Great. 

61. A place famous for issuing Liberty bonds. 

63. This means “to braid.” 

* To perfor 
‘To trim ‘with the beak. (Ask any chicken 
By don’t confuse it with trimming the meek.) 

67. A tax of one-tenth. 

69. These are things all women follow. 


70. Things that brokers give pe ee in- 
vestors that usually prove to be a lot of bull. 


Vertical 


Sensible Bachelors (abbr.). 

. we all bachelors are. And we don’t mean 
may’ 

rd “The god of love. 

5. Ane ‘ 

6. Gentlemen of leisure. 

7. This is usually found in a parked car. 

8. Our old friends, the half measures of type. 
Pm What the “light that lies in woman's eyes” 


10. What a man does when he starts an argu- 
ment with his bitter half. 


11. A very indefinite article. 

12. A wifely greeting in the Orient. 
ber they don’t have rolling-pins there!) 

15. A kind of business conducted by William 
Jennings Bryan. 

17. A French world. 

20. Confining apartments. 

22. A goat’s herald. 

24. The meeker sex. 

26. The chief attraction at the seashore. 

$1. Cats have nine lives, but this bird croaks all 
the time. 

33. One who is sacrificed on the altar. 

36. Meal ticket buyers. 

37. A dumb girl's yes. 

38. Slang for a pocket explorer. 
four-letter word!) 

A lonesome number. 

41. George Washington made one of these go a 
long way. 

42. A bay window. (This does not refer to any 
part of the human anatomy!) 

43. What women do to clinch an argument. 

45. Something women are always trying to 

46. What pedestrians get when they try to solve 
a cross-road puzzle. 

47. A well-known color. 

49. Vehicles of periodical teetotalers. 

50. What a bargain sale does to a member of 
the weaker sex. 

53. This is something that double crosses a river. 

55. Some people do this once a month, whether 
they need to or not. 

57. A drunkard’s waltz. 

59. One of the round shiny things that decorate 
the first om of an orchestra. 

62. 

64. What husbands and lamps get when they 
go out at night. 

66. Hip pocket size (abbr.). 

68. Interjection of after-dinner speakers. 


(Remem- 


(“WIFE” is a 





“Gee, it’s great to be a strap-hanger 
in August! You can choose almost 
any strap you want.” 
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The above Puzzle 
was contributed by 
Elbert Bland, West- 
wego, La., % Ken- 
tucky Alcohol Corp. 
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BIR|AIGHBAIRIAIBIS BBAIEIRIO . 
LJEIMIOIN|S HT BBHIAIRIKIEIN Judge will run a Cross- . 
U|PEEBIO|S|S BBLIO/C|KBBFIC word Puzzle every week . 
EIOINBBBIEITIRIOITIHBECIVIE and will pay $25 for each 3 
SIEILILISHBOBBSIEIAILIS one used on this page— a 
MEILIEIEMBHIAITMESILIEIEIP but they must be funny. " 
OMLISHETIAIME!SHILIOMBE Others accepted will be *. 
[INBESIEIEINSENIOIRIABIME paid for at regular rates. _ 
SB DIOBBE|D/G|E|DED|ORBL Puzzles will not be re- " 
TIRIEINID S/O} T HH] I IDIE|S turned unless postage is “ 
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Joke All You Want 


About This New Way 
To Be Popular 


But Read What Albert Mead and Thousands of Former Wall Flowers Say About It! 


USED to think a fellow was crazy 

to try a stunt like this. It seemed 
F positively ridiculous’‘to think that 
anyone could become popular by learn- 
ing to dance. And what’s more, I 
couldn’t believe that learning to dance 
by mail was possible—especially in a case 
like mine where I didn’t~know one step 
from another! 


So every time I saw. an advertisement 
like this, I just laughed? And I took 
great delight in poking fun at some of 
my friends who were ‘taking this new 
course. 

But it wasnit long before I 
saw that the joke was on me. 
Slowly my friends seemed to Tee 
be drifting away from me. 
They were always ‘going to 
a party’ — always having 
‘barrels of fun.’ I was left | cia, Mass. 
out of the fun. Evert the 

irls with whom I used to 

2 so chummy, began to pass 
me by. 

Well, I’m only human after 
all. So, the next time I saw an 
ad of Mr. Murray's, the famous 
dancing authority, in a maga- 
zine I gave ita chance. Iread | Thank 
it through and when I sawthat | —Mtss H. Z., 
I didn’t have to buy anything “y 
—that I could learn all about 
the short-cut to popularity 
from a Free 32-page book, 
mailed the coupon. 

And that. started it. The 
illustrated free book that came’, 
by return mail was so convine- 
ing and the free test lesson was 
so simple that I felt sorry 
Bf have hesitated these 


Fag > d in 
taking 


got 
most 
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Results Count! 


instructions were 
plain and simple t 
lear 
he pleasure I haye had since 
our lessons is worth ten 


times the cost."—L. B., Spring- 


“I am delighted with your | 


your 
invited to @ party and 
wonderful of wondrous 
times. Every one was so sur- 
hey asked me where I 
to dance so I told them 
about your wonderful lessons. 
you ‘a million times.” 
Menasha, Wise. 


been 


By Albert Mead 


months. I eagerly sent for Mr. Murray’s 
complete course. 


A Great Surprise 


And I received the greatest surprise of my 
life the day the lessons arrived. I opened 
the first page—and right there—before I was 
really aware of*what I was doing—lI was ac- 
tually doing one of the steps. In a few min- 
utes'l had mastered that step. It was so easy 
—so@ fascinating that I could hardly believe 
it. / It was real fun to follow the simple dia- 
grams and instructions. 

The following few evenings I was mastering 
the Waltz, the Fox Trot and other delightful 
new steps. It seemed-so easy—so perfectly 
natural. And the remarkable 
thing about it is that I needed 
no music or partner. It 
seemed as if Mr. Murray him- 
self were standing by my side 
gently directing, gently point- 
ing out the right way or the 
wrong way to dance. And be- 
fore I realized it, I was prac- 
tically through with the course. 
I could hardly wait for a c *hance 
to dance at a real ‘affair.’ 


My big chance came the fol- 
lowing Saturday night. It was 
the annual class re-union dance. 
All my former classmates and 
their ‘best’ girls were present. 
Jeanne was my partner. 

The music started. I rose 
with a thrill. Jeanne, was won- 
derfully light and easy 'to lead. 
We glided across the floor like 
professional danéers. 


The bandplayed. I led 
Jeanne gracefully around the 
room, interpreting,the dance 
liké an*expert, k ng. perfect 
harmony with the music. 

The ‘old gang’ stared at us 
in amazement. “They couldn’t 
believe their eyes! 


80 
t I had no 


more than 


Wfree_cop 


formation Was too sudden for them. I laughed 
to myself and Jeanne’s smile of understanding 
thrilled me. 


When the music stopped we found our- 
selves’ in the midst of a group of smiling, 
friendly, admiring faces: It was a complete 
triumph. And to think that just a few 
weeks before I couldn’t dance a step!” 


Free 32-page Booklet 


You, too, can quickly learn dancing at 
home, without music and without a partner. 
More than 250,000 men and women have 
become atcomplished dancers through Arthur 
Murray’s remarkable new method. 


Send today for Mr. Murray’s wonderful free 

32-page book. You'll enjoy it immensely pe- 
cause it tells all about Mr. Murray hisnself, 
how he became private instructor to the‘‘400, a 
how he deyised his easy home-study dances, 
how he taught over 250,000 people to dance by 
mail, and particularly how he can teach you 
to become a graceful, versatile, popular dancer 
in a few enjoyable evenings. 

Get this free book and read it carefully. It 
can mean the difference*between a life of hap- 
piness, of friends, of good times—or ‘a life of 
misery, loneliness and monotony. Send for 
your copy of the book now. Mail the cou- 
pon at once. Arthur Murray, Studio 484, 
801 Madison Avenue, New York City. 


Arthur Murray, Studio 484, _ 
801 Madison Avenue, New York City. 


Without obligating me in any way, please, 

of your beautifully illustrated 32- 

which C Is all about Arthur Murray's —— 

in danging and explains how it can make me 
versatif®.dancer, right in ~~ own home, without music, 
Partner or private teacher. 


The trans- City 


. 
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